
The Qcmicall Htjlory &f 

Por . The one of them containes my pi&orc Prince, 
If you choofe that, then I am youts withall. 

CMor . Some God diret my iydgcment.let me Ice, 

I will furuay th’infcriptionsbacke-againe. 

What fayes this leaden Casket? 

Who choofeth me,muft giue and hazard all hediath, 
Muft giue, for what ? for lead,hazard for lead ? 

This Casket threatens men that hazard all, 

Doe it in hope of fairc aduantages : 

A golden minde ftoopesnot to (howesofdroffe, 
lie then nor giue nor hazard ought for lead. 

What fayes the filuer with her virgine hue ? 

Who choofeth me, (hall get as much as he defcrucs. 

As much as he deferues,paufe there Morocbo , 

And weigh thy value with an eeuen hand. 

If thou beeft rated by thy eftimation. 

Thou doft deferue enough,and yet enough 
May not extend fo farre as to the Lady : 

And yet tobeafeardofmy deferuing. 

Were but a wcake difabling ofmy fclfe. 

As much as I deferue, why that’s the Lady, 

I do in birth deferue her,and in fortunes. 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding : 

But more then thefe.inloue I do deferue. 

What if I ftraid no farther,but chofe^herc-? 

Let’s fee once more this faying grau’d in gold : 

Who choofeth me,{ha!llgsine what many men defire ; ; 

Why that’s the Lady, all the world defires her. 

From the foure corners of the earth they come 
To kiffe this fhrine.this mortal! breathing Saint. 

The Hircatiion deferts,and the vafty wildes 
Of wide Arabia , arc as through-fares now 
Foe Princes to come view faire Portia. 

The watry Kingdome,whofe ambitious head 
Spetsin thefaceof heauen,is nobarre 
To ftop the forraine fpirits,but they come 


the 'Merchant of Venice . 

As ore a brooke to fee faire Portia , 

One ofthefe three containes her heauenly pituff. 

Is’tlike that leadc containes her,t’were damnation 
To thinke fo bafe a thought,it were too groffe 
To rib her fere-cloth in the obfeure graue. 

Or (hall I thinke in filuer fhee’s immur’d. 

Being ten times rnder-yalewed to tridc gold, 

O finfull thought/ieuer fo rich a Iem 
Was let in worfe then gold.They haue in England 
A coync that beares the figure of an Angell 
Stampt in gold.but that’s infculpt vpon : 

But heere an Angell in a golden bod 
Lies all within. Deliuer me the key : 

Heere do I choofe.and thriue I as I may. 

Por. There take it Prince,and if my forme lie there. 

Then I am yours. 

Mor . O hell ! what haue we heere, a carrion death ? 

Within whofe empty eye there is a written fcroule, 
lie reade the writing. 

All that glifiers is Mat gold. 

Often ham you heard that told, 

Many a man his life hath folde , 

But my tut fide to behold , 

Cuilded timber do veormes infold 
Wad joh bene as wife as bold, 

Tettngin limbes, in iudgement old , 

Your anfwere had not beene infcrolde, 

Fareyou welt,your fitte is cold. 

Mor.Cold indeed,and labour loft. 

Then Parnell hcate,and welcome froft ; 
t ortia adiew,I haue too green’d a heart 
To take a tedious leaue ; thus loiers part. Exit.? 

Por. A gentle riddance,draw the curtaincs,goc, 

Lctall of his completion choofc me fo, £xemt. 

Enter-. 





